FROM  EAST  TO WEST

empty, when it had delivered its wounded to the hospital
and had left the far hinterland to go back and fetch
another load, in these days small every-day cares found
their way into people's consciousness. But when it was
time to load, everything changed. Sobol did not dare to
pester the commissar about the pigs, even he, Sobol,
did not bother much about them ... All the men, or
almost all, experienced a feeling of responsibility and
earnestness, of a contact with this Something great,
terrible and stern, which had ordained that they should
collect in this train and live as they lived, for months
and years, until the day of victory. War entered the
wards where every fold on the beds had been so tenderly
smoothed out; it brought its tumult, speaking in groans,
banging with crutches. Tobacco smoke rose in a dozen
thin spirals to the ceiling. Blankets were twisted, pillows
tumbled. The odour of pus, sweat, and men's strong
breath conquered the smell of disinfectants. ... The
train was running loaded. ..,
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